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creeper. Wordsworth, though lie passionately admired the
shapes and hues of flowers, knew nothing of their fra-
grance. In this respect knowledge at one entrance was quite
shut out. He had possessed at no time of his life the sense
of smell. To make up for this deficiency, he is said (hy De
Quincey) to have had " a peculiar depth of organic sensibility of
form and color."

Mr. Justice Coleridge tells us that Wordsworth dealt with
shrubs, flower-beds and lawns with the readiness of a prac-
tised landscape-gardener, and that it was curious to observe
how lie had imparted a portion of his taste to Ms servant,
James Dixon. In fact, honest James regarded himself as a
sort of Arbiter Elcgantiarum. The master and Ms servant
often discussed together a question of iaste. Wordsworth
communicated to Mr. Justice Coleridge how "he and James"
were once "in a puzzle" about certain discolored spots upon
the lawn. "Cover them with soap-lees," said the master.
"That will make the green there darker than the rest," said
the gardener. "Then we must cover the whole." "That will
not do," objects the gardener, "with reference to the little lawn
to which you pass from this." "Cover that," said the poet*
"You will then," replied the gardener, "have an unpleasant
contrast with the foliage surrounding it."

Pope too had communicated to Ms gardener at Twickenham
something of his own taste. The man, long after his master's
death, in reference to the training of the "branches of plants, used
to talk of their being made to bang "somethingpoetical"

It would have grieved Shale cspeurc and Pope and Shenstone
had they anticipated the neglect or destruction of their beloved
retreats. Wordsworth said, -" I often ask myself what will

The beautiful grounds of the late Professor Wilson at Elleray, we are
told by Mr. Howitt in Ms interesting "Homes and Hawte o/ the British '
Poets" have also been sadly changed. "Steam," h& says, " as little as time,
has respected the sanctity of the poet's home, but has drawn its roaring
iron steeds opposite to its gate and has menaced to rush through it and
lay waste its charmed solitude. In plain words, I saw the stages of a pro-
jected railway running in an ominous line across .the very lawn-and before
the windows of Elleray." I believe the whole place, has been, purchased by
a Railway Company*